

THE BAKER XVII
EIGHT
He ignored the protesting whimper that was coming out of the lips of the two women who were crawling behind him as he focused his attention toward the direction of the passageway in front of him, but if he was being honest, he would also have to admit that it was not just the protesting sounds that were coming out of the lips of the two women who were behind him that he ignored, after all, he was also ignoring the sounds that were being made as they continued to walk forward, and it was not just his footsteps that he was ignoring as he was not the only man who was walking at that moment, though he did fight the urge to turn his attention toward the two handlers who were waling after him as they held the leashes that were attached to the collars that were wrapped around the necks of the two women who were behind them. 
There was another thing that he had to fight against, a few moments later, and it was the urge to turn his attention toward the direction of the two women who were on their hands and knees - and indeed, the two of them are also making sounds as they were forced to crawl after their handlers that were different from the whimpering sounds that are coming out of their lips - though he then told himself that it was not as if he had to see the expression that was written on their faces for him to know what kind of expression would be on their visage. The smile on his face widened slightly as he then told himself that the expression that they are wearing would be one that advertised the discomfort that they are feeling as they are half-guided, half-dragged toward another room where he was sure they knew they would be abused in, and with a mental shake of his head, he told himself that the abuse that they would suffer in the room where they are heading would be different from the ones that they had gone through up until that moment.
As that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the trainer known as the Baker, he mentally shook his head, forcing himself to return to the present, though at almost the same time that he did, he found himself thinking about the path that they had taken to reach this spot in this underground facility. 
There are numerous plain steel doors - except for number stenciled on the surface of the door - on either side of him and those who are following him, and if one were to take the time and see the numbers that are stenciled on the surface of the doors, they would have been confused because those numbers are not in any sequential - or discernible, for that matter - order. It was, of course, deliberate, after all, while no female trainees in the facility can escape, the Organization would sometimes leave their cell doors unlocked in the hopes that they would make the escape attempt and give those who are training them an excuse to punish them, and as that thought entered the forefront of the mind of the Baker, he could not help but allow the smile on his face to widen as he told himself that both of his current trainees had been coerced into attempting before.
Any further thoughts on the part of the trainer were put to hold, a few moments later, as he found himself staring in the direction of a standard steel door with four numbers stenciled on the surface of the same. He did not need to turn his attention toward the direction of his trainees for him to know that they would be wearing expressions that told him that they understood that this is where they are going and that expression that they are wearing would also reflect their weariness, after all, they had been crawling for close to fifteen minutes already, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Baker allowed his smile to widen again.
It was at that moment that he allowed himself to turn his attention toward the direction of Mary and Peyton, though he would have to admit that it was far more than the expressions that they are wearing on their faces that he paid attention to at that moment, after all, he was instead looking at their unprotected and uncovered bodies, with both of them wearing nothing but the collars around their necks through which the leashes that their handers are holding are connected. He glanced in the direction of their faces at the same time that he noted that both of them are clean-shaven from the neck down to the tip of their toes, though it was not long before he was far more concerned about the expressions that they are wearing.
That was because they were both telling him that they believed that they had been crawling in a straight line toward this path, but while it is true that this underground facility is large, the room that they are now about to enter was close enough to their cell that they need only five minutes to get here, and the real reason that they had been forced to crawl for fifteen minutes was that the Baker had chosen a path that was intended to give them the very illusion that they are now laboring under. Indeed, during the walk here, they had passed by this same corridor - and sometimes coming from the opposite side - about four times, though he doubted that either Mary or Peyton would have realized that, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he returned his attention toward the direction of the door in front of him before he then pushed it open.
He could almost imagine the whimpering sounds that would escape from the lips of his trainees after he had opened the door, and he would have to admit that he was surprised when neither of them gave him what he was expecting, after all, neither of them pushed any kind of sound out of their lips even as the door in front of them was pushed open. Of course, because they made no sound, it meant that the Baker was able to focus his attention toward the direction of the contents of the room, and though no outward sign of excitement appeared on his face, inside him, he found himself excited about what they were going to do in this room.
The Baker chased away the excitement that he was feeling - though, again, no such expression appeared on his visage - at the same time that he turned his attention toward the direction of the young women who are his trainees. By the time that he was able to turn their attention toward their direction, both of them were wearing confused expressions on their faces, and the Baker told himself that he should have expected such a reaction, after all, the two of them are now staring at the direction of the insides of a room that had been made to resemble a horse stable, complete with wooden corrals that are separated from each other. 
Even from where he stood, the Baker was sure that both Mary and Peyton are aware that despite appearances, there are no horses in the stables - they would have emitted a distinctive smell, after all - and that, in turn, would further add to the confusion that the two of them are feeling, after all, if there are no horses here, then they are probably wondering why he had brought them here in the first place.
He was not sure if he had forced them out of the reverie that they had fallen into as a result of those thoughts when, a few moments later, he started to walk toward the direction of the interior of the room. What he was sure about, however, was that if they had fallen into a reverie, then they would have been broken out of it by his actions, after all, when he started to walk into the room, his handlers followed after him, and that meant that they pulled hard on the leashes that were attached to the front of the collars of the two women so that they are forced to crawl after them as well. 
It was not long before they reached the center of the room that they were in, and the Baker told himself that he knew that it was the center of the room because it was the place where the two contraptions that he had ordered to be placed in the room are located, and with a smile on his face, he focused his attention toward the direction of the contraptions in question at the same time that a smile appeared on his face.
The devices were made of wood though some parts of it are metal - in particular, the restraints - and there are a series of mirrors that run the length of the device from under it. The mirrors in question are positioned in such a way that the image that was reflected from one end of the mirror could be seen on the other end, and as the smile that was on his face widened, the Baker told himself that such was the purpose of the mirror in the first place, after all, the woman who would be strapped on the device would have to be able to watch how her holes are violated in real-time, and those mirrors would help them in that regard.
He finally returned his attention toward the direction of the two young women who are his current trainees, and he fought the urge to allow the smile on his face to widen again when he saw the expressions that had formed on their faces when they realized that he was looking in their direction. Indeed, he was quite certain that both of them would have flinched at that moment, if not for the fact that he then pointedly inclined his head toward the direction of the devices, and though it was true that he was looking in the direction of Mary and Peyton when he gave the instruction, the order that he had given was intended for their handlers are he doubted that the two celebrities would do what it was that he wanted them to do on their own.
“Today, you are going to learn just what it means to do whatever it is that your superiors want you to do,” the Baker said even as he turned on the heels of his feet so that he could watch as the two beautiful young women were half-dragged, half-led toward the direction of the devices that they would soon be restrained on. As he had expected, protesting sounds were coming out of the lips of Mary and Peyton as they were forced to move toward the direction of the devices, and the Baker finally allowed the smile on his face to widen in response to the sounds that they are making, though it was also true that he had turned his attention away from their direction at that moment.
The reason that he had done that was so that he could focus his gaze toward the direction of the door that they had walked through, and that was because his immediate superior had already informed him that he would be joining them for this evolution, though when he turned his attention toward the direction of the ingress point into the room, the most recently appointed member of the Order of Archons was still not present. He suppressed the urge to sigh as he then asked himself if it would be alright to start the evolution before the man in charge of this facility had arrived, though he then mentally shook his head as he told himself that he was probably thinking too much about it, after all, even if he wanted to start the evolution, he would still not be able to because his trainees are not yet fully restrained on the devices that they are being put on.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Baker turned his attention toward the direction of Mary and Peyton again, and this time, he did not even bother to fight the smile that appeared on his face as he watched them struggling - in vain - against the bonds that are being placed around their wrists and ankles, though at the same time, he could not help but note that the way that they are fighting against their bonds suggested to him that they are aware that they would not be able to succeed, so it was only token resistance that they are putting up at that point.
Less than three minutes later, the two of them were strapped on the devices, their bodies facing toward the direction of the mirror, with their limbs restrained so that they could not move. Their arms were strapped on the front of the machine under their heads but it was most likely that Mary and Peyton are more concerned about how their legs are restrained, after all, they are restrained in such a way that they are forced to keep their knees as far apart from each other, and that meant that the entrance to their most intimate of parts is exposed, something that the Baker is sure that both of them are aware of, after all, they are facing toward the direction of the mirror under them, and those mirrors are angled in such a way that they soon found themselves staring at the direction of their shaved cunts. 
At the same time, their heads are restrained in such a way that they could not turn their attention away from the mirror that was in front of them even if they wanted to, and with a small smile, the trainer told himself that both Mary and Peyton would soon want to turn their attention away from what the mirror would be showing them, but then again, he realized that even at that moment, the two of them are probably wishing that they could turn their attention away from what they are seeing.
The Baker would have to admit that he could not resist the temptation, and it was for that reason that, a few moments later, he started walking in the direction of his trainees. He would have to admit that he felt a slight sense of disappointment when neither of them reacted to him approaching him, but then he reminded himself that they could not turn their attention toward his direction because of the way that their heads are restrained, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, a sigh escaped from his lips, though he did not increase the pace with which he was walking toward them.
A few moments later saw him standing behind Mary, and while he noted that she was so close to the floor that his cock - if it was out of the confines of his pants - was not level with her crotch, he told himself that it was deliberate, after all, he is not the one who is going to violate Mary - or Peyton for that matter - today, and for the lovers that they had scheduled for the two of them for this evolution, the height that they are restrained in was enough. Of course, just because his cock was not level with her the lips of her womanhood at that moment did not mean that the Baker was not going to take advantage of the opportunity that was presented to him, and he allowed the smile on his face to widen even as he lifted his right foot slightly so that the tip of the shoe that he was wearing was soon resting against the slit in between the lips of the flower of the older of the two women in the room.
Naturally, Mary reacted to what was happening, and after that first whimper that escaped from her lips had died down, she was soon pushing coherent words out of her mouth, “Sir…,” she began, “please.”
He had the impression that she would have pushed more pleading words out of her mouth at that moment, but she was precluded from doing so because the Baker then pressed the tip of his shoe deeper against the slit in between the lips of her womanhood, and whatever pleading words it was that Mary would have wanted to say was cut off as the only sound that escaped from her lips, a few moments later, would be another whimper as she felt what he was doing. At the same time, however, the Baker told himself that he could not afford to just spend his time with Mary, and it was for that reason that, a few moments later, he removed his shoe from where he had placed it, causing a sound of relief to escape from the lips of the older of the two women.
That sound that escape from the lips of Mary, however, was premature, and the Baker made sure that she understood that, a few moments later, when he said, “Looks like you have soiled my shoe with your pussy-juice, Cum-Sponge,” and he paused so for dramatic effect, though before Mary could say anything, the Baker continued to speak, “I should have you clean this with your mouth, but I am afraid that Fuck-Kitten also needs my attention.”
Another whimper escaped from the lips of Mary in response to the words that had escaped from his lips, but it was the protesting sound that escaped from the lips of Peyton that the Baker was more interested in, and as that sound echoed around the room that they are in, the trainer then moved toward that spot behind Peyton, something that he was able to accomplish easily enough because Peyton was not only restrained in the same way that Mary was in, but also because the two of them are restrained parallel to each other, and that meant that he simply has to take a few steps to the side before he found himself standing behind the younger of his two trainees.
Naturally, because she was restrained the same way that Mary was, the lips of the flower of Peyton were not level with his crotch, but that was fine with the Baker who then lifted his other feet so that the tip of that shoe was soon touching the slit in between the lips of the flower of the younger of his two pets, and as he had expected, she allowed a whimper to escape from her lips the moment that he touched the tip of his shoe against the entrance to her most intimate of parts. That sound that escaped from her mouth was followed, a few moments later, by coherent words as she was soon begging him as well, “Sir…please…please…”
Perhaps if she had realized that the pleading words that are coming out of her mouth at that moment served only to increase the lust that he was feeling, then she would have stopped pushing those words out of her mouth, and he soon told himself that she should have realized that such was the case, after all, he could not help but increase the pressure with which he was pressing the tip of his shoe against that slit in between the lips of her flower in response to the pleading words that are coming out of her mouth, to the point that even the trainer himself would have to admit that he thought that his shoe would soon force the lips of her flower, but he was forced to stop, a few moments later, by the sound of someone behind him approaching.
If he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he was thankful that the person behind him had distracted him, and he soon removed his foot from the position that it had been placed in so that he could turn his attention toward the direction where that sound had come from. Even before he had turned his attention toward that direction, however, he already knew who it was that he would see there, and a smile appeared on his face as he found himself looking in the direction of the visage of his immediate superior.
There was also a smile on the face of the Archon known as the Pianist, though if he was being honest, the Baker would have to admit that he is not sure if the reason for the expression that was on the face of the man who is in charge of this facility would have something to do with the way that Mary and Peyton are restrained at that moment, or if it has something to do with the fact that he is accompanied by a beautiful red-head who was wearing a silver collar around her neck, an indication that she is a part of the harem of an Archon, and the fact that she is accompanying the Pianist at that moment was something that the Baker was sure that he could take as an indication that this redhead belonged to the Archon in question.
At the same time, however, the Baker told himself that he had not heard any confirmation that Madelaine had indeed been given to the Pianist. Last he heard, the beautiful redhead who had once been his trainee was in the stables of a Grand Archon, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Baker turned his gaze back toward the direction of the collar, confirming that it was indeed devoid of any design on the front. The fact that such was the case was all the confirmation that he needed, after all, if the beautiful redhead still belonged to the stables of a Grand Archon, then the collar would have a design on the front.
The Baker forced himself to return to the present, a few moments later, blinking as he did so, and after he had returned to the present, he turned his attention toward the direction of the man in charge of the facility, just in time to see a smile appear on the face of the young man. The trainer would have to admit that there are times when he could not help but think that the Pianist was too young to be a member of the Order of Archons, but when he saw that smile that the man was wearing on his face, he could not help but tell himself that there are times when he can prove that he is the right man for the position that he now holds, after all, the expression that was written on his face at that moment told him that he can tell what was going on at the forefront of the mind of the Baker.
Of course, such might have been just an illusion, and that was the thought that the trainer placed at the forefront of his mind before he inclined his head toward the direction of the man in question as he approached him, and as he did so, he extended his hand toward his direction so that the two of them could shake hands.
“I apologize for my tardiness,” the Pianist said as the two of them shook hands, and before they could let go of the hand of the other, the Archon inclined his head toward the direction of Madelaine before he then said, “The transfer took a bit longer than I had anticipated.”
The Baker placed a smile on his face before he then inclined his head toward the redhead who could not help but flinch when she saw the action that he had taken, and from that reaction alone, the trainer told himself that the pretty redhead was remembering the training that she had gone through in his hands. He forced himself not to address her, however, and instead, he focused his attention toward the direction of the man who now owns her - well, she still belongs to the Organization, but for administration, she belongs to the Pianist - before he then said, “I was just about to introduce the trainees to their new lovers, so you are right on time.”
He expected the sounds of amusement that escaped from the lips of the Pianist, but he did not expect him to then turn his attention toward the direction of his pet before he then asked her, “Could you guess who the lovers of these two whores-in-training would be?”
The expression on the face of Madelaine was the only thing that the Baker needed to see for the trainer to be sure that the pretty redhead had already guessed who those lovers would be, after all, the expression that was on the face of the beautiful young woman was one of horror, the same expression that she had on her pretty visage when she was forced to offer her most intimate of parts to the same lovers that Mary and Peyton would soon be forced to entertain with their flowers, That expression that the pretty redhead was wearing also told him that Madelaine did not want to answer the question that her Master had asked, but the expression that was on the face of the Pianist at that moment must have told her that he was waiting for an answer from her, which was why, a few moments later, the pretty redhead forced herself to open her mouth, “The dogs, Master,” she said.
A smile appeared on the face of both the Pianist and the Baker in response to the words that escaped from the lips of the beautiful redhead, and that was the only indication that both of them were able to give the pretty redhead to tell her that she was correct, as even if the Baker or the Pianist had wanted to say something, they were unable to because they were cut off by the desperate pleas that escaped from the lips of Mary and Peyton, a few moments later, and the sounds that were coming out of their mouth was the only thing that the Baker needed to hear for him to be sure that both of them had heard the words that had escaped from the lips of the pretty redhead.
Perhaps they had not even realized that it was a fellow celebrity who had responded to the question that had been asked, but then again, given the information that they had just gotten, deciphering the identity of the young woman who had answered the question was the least of their worries.
“Sir, please, please, not that, please…,” Mary said, and the desperate pleading words that were coming out of her mouth were certainly echoed by the sound that was coming out of the mouth of Peyton. If he was being honest, however, the Baker would have to admit that he was not listening to the actual words that are coming out of their lips, because he was far more interested in the desperation the words that were coming out of their mouths were marinated in.
A few moments later, he forced the two of them to pause as he then said, “I would give you a choice of lovers, then,” and as he paused for dramatic effect, he heard the telltale sounds of relief that escaped from the lips of his two trainees, with the sound that they made telling him that both of them are under the impression that they would be made to choose between having a dog or having a human take them. The smile on the face of the Baker widened as he then told himself that while presenting themselves to the dogs was one of the choices, the other choice that they would be given had nothing to do with a human taking them, and he soon added, “Option A would be that you would beg to be taken by the dogs, and Option B would be that you would beg to be taken by the horses.”
Although it was true that he had turned his attention toward the direction of Mary and Peyton at that moment, because of where he was standing relative to them, he could not see the expression that appeared on their faces in response to the words that escaped from his lips, though at the same time, he told himself that there was no need for him to see their faces for him to know that both of them are now wearing expressions of horror on their faces. Naturally, the tone that he had used should have told them that he was serious with the words that had escaped from his lips, and he knew that both of them would soon try to negotiate with him, priming him things that they could not give him if only he would spare them from the humiliation that he had already indicated to the that he wanted to subject them to.
The trainer could not help but blink, a few moments later, when neither of his trainees did what he had expected, after all, the two of them did not start to promise him that he would do anything that he wants them to do, and that meant that he could not tell them that they would do whatever it is that he wanted them to do even if they did not make him that promise. Of course, his thoughts in regards to that were soon interrupted when the words that were coming out of the lips of Peyton echoed around the room.
“Sir,” she began, though before the Baker - or anyone else for that matter - could say anything, the younger of the two women who are restrained in the middle of the room continued to speak, “please, please give this Fuck-Kitten to the dogs, please, please.”
He would readily admit that an expression of surprise had appeared on the face of the Baker, a few moments later, when he heard the sound that had escaped from her lips, but before he got the chance to think about it too much, he was once more distracted as more sounds echoed around the room, though this time, the sound escaped not from the lips of Peyton, but from the lips of Mary, with the older of the two women forcing desperate pleading words out of her mouth, a few moments later, “Sir, please, please give this Cum-Sponge to the dogs, please, please,” she said, and it was as if she had thought that there was a competition of sorts happening between her and Peyton that she then added, “please, Sir, this whore needs dog-cock in her dirty cunt, please, please.”
The Baker would have to admit that he could not help but place a surprised expression on his face at the same time that he then turned his attention toward the direction of his nominal superior, though before he could even meet the eyes of the Pianist, he was forced to return his attention toward the direction of his trainees as Peyton came to the same conclusion that Mary had, with the younger of the two women then forcing words out of her mouth, “Sir, please, please, let this Fuck-Kitten take dog-cock in her dirty cunt, please, please.”
Mary repeated the words that had already escaped from her mouth earlier, prompting Peyton to do the same thing, a few moments later, but this time, rather than making the Baker focus his attention toward their direction, the words that had escaped from their lips made him turn his gaze toward the direction of his immediate superior at the same time that he placed an expression on his face that told his superior that he believed that he should give Mary and Peyton what they are asking for. He had barely managed to turn his attention toward the direction of the Pianist when he saw the expression on the face of the Archon, and it was the only thing that he needed to see for the trainer to know that his nominal superior agreed with his suggestion.
As that was the case, he soon turned his attention toward his handlers - noting the excited expressions that the two younger men are wearing, though he then told himself that he expected that, as the handlers could not be expected to control their expressions, after all, they are also trainees in their right - and he gave them a nod. The two men allowed the smiles on their faces to widen, and he knew that what fueled the expressions that appeared on their faces would not be the continued pleading words that are coming out of the mouths of Mary and Peyton.
“Please, please, Sir,” Mary continued to push words out of her mouth, unaware that she was about to be given what she had been forced to ask for, “Please, give this Cum-Sponge to your dogs, please, please, this dirty cunt needs cock in her dirty cunt, please, please.”
As those words were coming out of the lips of Mary, it was understandable that the same words are coming out of the mouth of Peyton, after all, the two of them were under the impression that they are supposed to beg to be fucked by the dogs, and the Baker briefly wondered if they are under the impression that the one who would fail to convince him to give her to the dogs would instead be given to the horses, though he was soon forced to push those thoughts away from the forefront of his mind as the younger of the two women were soon pushing more words out of her mouth.
“Sir, please, please, give this Fuck-Kitten to your dogs, please, please,” Peyton pushed the desperate words out of her mouth, “Please, this whore needs cock in her cunt, please, please.”
The two of them would have probably continued to push more desperate pleas out of their mouths that they do not want to make, but they were soon forced to pause as barking sounds soon echoed around the room that they were in, and though it was true that he could not turn his attention toward the direction of their faces at that moment, it was not as if he needed to do so for him to know that both of them are now wearing wide-eyed expression.
Despite the pleading words that had escaped from their mouths, both of them are still afraid of being given to the dogs, and it was for that reason that, a few moments later, the tone of the words that were coming out of their mouths changes, in the sense that they are now asking for the opposite of what it was that they are asking for, a few moments ago.
“Please…please, no, please…,” Mary pushed the words out of her mouth even as she realized what was about to happen, and if it was possible, there was more desperation dripping from the words that were coming out of her lips at that moment than there had been when she was begging to be given to the dogs. Of course, just because she was begging to be spared from this humiliation does not mean that she would be given what she was asking for, and, in any case, the Baker was soon forced to turn his attention away from the older of the two women as Peyton reminded him that she was also there.
“Sir, please…,” the younger of the two women pushed the words out of her mouth, and as with her older counterpart, the words that were coming out of the mouth of Peyton were also dripping with desperation, “Please, no, please, please forgive me, please, please…”
In response to the words that were coming out of the lips of the two women in question, the Baker turned his attention toward the direction of his handlers, and with a single nod, he ordered them to let the dogs go. In response to the order that they had been given, the two handlers placed wide-eyed smiles on their faces, but they also let go of the leashes that they were holding, and as the Baker had expected, the moment that the leashes were released, the two dogs - both of which are black Dobermans - started to run toward the direction of the exposed nether holes of the two young women that are restrained in the middle of the room.
The dogs, of course, are specially trained, and they showed their training a few moments later when they finally reached that position behind Mary and Peyton. The desperate pleading words that were coming out of the lips of Mary and Peyton were soon replaced by moans of pleasure as the two dogs began to use their tongues to lick the slit in between the lips of their flowers, and the sounds that were coming out of the lips of his trainees is the only thing that the Baker needed to hear for him to be sure that despite the humiliation that they are feeling at that moment, they cannot deny the effect that the tongues of the dogs were having on them, and indeed, the smile on the face of the Baker widened, a few moments later, as he then told himself that it was the ministrations that the dogs were giving them that was causing the sound of pleasure that was steadily drowning the sounds of humiliation that were coming out of their lips at that moment.
“Ah…ah…ah…,” the sounds of protest and pleasure that were coming out of the lips of Mary and Peyton echoed around the room, and those sounds made it difficult for the trainer to turn his attention away from them, though he forced himself to do so, a few moments later, so that he could focus his gaze toward the direction of his nominal superior at the same time that he schooled his features so that he soon had an expression on his face that was asking for permission to proceed to the next stage. 
The Pianist once more gave him the impression that he was too young for the position that he now held, a few moments later, because he was keeping his attention focused on the direction of the two women in question. Indeed, the Baker had to pointedly clear his throat, a few moments later, to make him turn his attention toward his direction, though when he did turn his attention toward the direction of the trainer, the expression on the face of the Pianist told him that he knew what the reason for the Baker asking for his attention was, which meant that he did not have to ask anything before the Archon then gave nod, which was his way of telling the Baker that the trainer can proceed to the next stage.
He allowed a small smile to appear on his face, but before the Archon could say anything, the trainer had already returned his attention toward the direction of his trainees before he then said, in a clear voice, “Mount.”
The Baker would have to imagine that the eyes of Mary and Peyton widened in response to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, after all, he still could not see the expressions that were written on their faces at that moment, though his thoughts regarding that were soon forced away from the forefront of his mind even as the dogs, responding to the command that had escaped from his lips, placed their front paws against the back of the shoulders of Mary and Peyton.
It was obvious that the two young women understood what the actions of the animals meant, and soon enough, more protesting sounds escaped from their lips, with those sounds indicating to him that they were protesting what was about to happen to them. In response to the protesting sounds, the trainer told himself that even if he was inclined to give them what they were asking for at that moment, it was already too late. The dogs are well-trained, but the animals are not trained to stop what they are doing until they are done after the ‘mount’ command has been given.
At the same time that those thoughts were going through the forefront of his mind, the Baker was forced out of his reverie even as loud shrieks of pain and protest escaped from the lips of his trainees. Of course, he knew what the sounds represented, though even if that was the case, by the time that he had returned to the present, he realized that he was too late, because the dogs had already buried their angry red cocks into the unwilling snatch of their partners, and a wide smile appeared on the face of the trainer, a few moments later, as he imagined both Mary and Peyton staring at the image of those same canine cocks being forced into their unwilling cunts, after all, the mirrors under them - and which they had been forced to stare at - was angled in such a way that they can see what was happening in real-time.
“Ah!” the two young women soon forced shrieks of pain and protest out of their mouths, and this time, the sound that escaped from their lips was the result of the dogs beginning to pump their canine cocks in and out of their most intimate of parts. More protesting sounds escaped from the lips of the two women, a few moments later even as the dogs increased the pace with which they were violating the unwilling cunts of the two women, and the rate with which the animals were moving was certainly faster than what either Mary or Peyton had expected. At the same time, the dogs can sustain that pace, and within a moment or two, the only sounds that could escape from the lips of the two trainees would be moans of pleasure, even as the inner walls of their vaginal canal were forced to expand to accommodate the canine cock that had been forced there.
He was sure that both of them would have wanted to do nothing more than beg for some sort of reprieve, but because of the pace with which their cunts are being violated, the only sounds that were coming out of the lips of the two women would be moans, and as the “Ah…ah…ah…,” sounds that were escaping from their lips echoed around the room, the Baker would have to admit that he could feel his cock twitching, and it was enough that he seriously wished that there was another slave in the room so that he can order her to take his cock in her mouth.
Any further thoughts on the part of the Baker were forced into hold, a few moments later, as the two dogs then let out howls of triumph, and the trainer knew what that meant even if he were not to turn his attention toward the direction of the animals. At the same time, he noted that both Mary and Peyton also understood what the howls that escaped from the lips of the dogs meant, after all, the two of them were soon letting begging sounds out of their lips, and though it could not form coherent words, the Baker knew that the sounds were their way of begging him to order the dogs to leave them alone.
Again, even if the Baker was inclined to give them what they are asking for, he doubted that he could order the dogs to do it, and in any case, a few moments later, it became too late, as soon enough, the dogs were filling their birthing canals with their seed, prompting defeated sounds - and tears, though the Baker would have to admit that he could not see those tears - to escape from the lips of the two trainees.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“These dogs are not trained to take their cocks out of their bitches before they cum,” the Baker said, a few moments later, and though the words were intended for the Pianist, he also wanted his trainee to hear what he was saying, after all, it would add to the desperation and humiliation that the two of them are feeling at that moment, “they’d probably be able to remove their cocks in half an hour or so, and for the time being, these two cunts would just have to remain in place.”
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